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FOR THE Hiv. 
FRIEND EDITOR, 

Ovelinvting' in the 9th number of thy useful paper, 
very properly entitled “ The Hive,” an extract from a noted 
Roman bard, 1 have taken the liberty again to extract it, and, 
notwithstanding the wholesome caution, accompanying it, served 
in some measure to render its fozson less noxious, I have ven- 
tured to neutralize it by another extract, which, by thy permis- 
sion, shall be placed nearly in contact with it, (for they cannot 
touch) and in a conspicuous point of view, thus : 

«¢ Dum vivimus, vivamus.”—HorAce. 


“If ye live after the flesh, ye shall die ; but if ye, thro’ the 


spirit, do mortify the deeds of the body, ye shall live.”—Pavt. 


The great Author of man’s existence, when from his hands he 
sent him, bade him de happy, and gave him the means of becom- 
ing so. For in addition to the enjoyment of the “curEF Goop,” 
“ whom to know is life eternal,” he was placed, if old Moses has 
rightly informed us, in a situation the best adapted to the exer- 
cise of all the nobler faculties of the mind, as well as the lesser, 
and not less essential, powers of a social being. 

But overlooking the abundance of rational enjoyment, with 
which he was surrounded, he was seduced, as the ancient histo- 
rian tells us, “ to eat of the forbidden fruit,” that is, to seek grati- 
fication in that, which agreed not with his nature, and was on 
that account opposed to his interest and happiness. 

The consequences to him, his partner, and their: successors, 


even to the present day, have been much more serious, than the- 
sagacious creatures, called philosophers, of modern times, are’ 


willing to admit as having been merited, by “ mere/y eating a bit 
of anapfple.”’ But as these great men have not yet given us, 
among their great discoveries, any better account of the entrance 
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of misery into the world, than the author of the antiquated 4dam 
and Eve story, I may be indulged the belief that the man Moses 
spake or wrote the truth; and that the original bond of allegi- 
ance, by which Adam was held, appears much more suitable than 
any law of the decalogue could have been, except the first, which 
was in substance the same, notwithstanding the free-thinking 
and free-living sofhists of the day affect to believe it too ¢ri- 
Jing for the Supreme to impose, or so great a manas our grand- 
Juther to submit unto. For let me ask their wisdoms, what con- 
cern had Adam or his wife with the second, or any subsequent, 
commandment in the tables. But I wish not to enter the field of 
controversy, therefore will proceed. 

<¢ Dum, vivirmus, vivamas,’’ said the mew formed ‘pair. «-That’s 
your sorts,” said the Devil, “ don’t mind what your Master says, 
he only tries to scare you, or just to see if you will be such fools 
as to believe him. Why, have not you the exercise of your own 
wills ? Then don’t be hoodwinked by him ! he knows, as well as 
I do, that if you eat of that fruit which he has forbidden, you 
shall not die, as he told you in one of his jesting moods, but that 
you shall become as gods.”’ Anda great deal more the serpent 
told their majesties, which they soon found to be miserably false. 

The delinquents having now become unfit for the enjoyment 
of the blessings so profusely given them, were turned out of 
their Paradise, and altho’ this appeared harsh treatment, it was 
in much wisdom and mercy, Had it not been for the mysterious 
promise given them, “ that the seed of the woman should bruize 
the serpent’s head,” they would now, perhaps, if a fit of des- 
pair, have committed the since fashionable crime of suicide ; 
but that Being who is love tempered the severity of their fate 
and after many sufferings necessarily arising from their trans- 
gression, they were, I hope and believe, restored to the presence 
of their Father, and became immortal. 

’Tis however a notorious and melancholy fact, that the motto. 
of the Roman poet continued to.be the order of the day, and 
their descendants soon began to live as they listed, or, in other 
words, became /ibertines, whose character, altho’ of Hebrew ori- 
sin, need not be defined to the gentlemen, so called, of Lancas- 
ter. Jubal, one of the descendants of Cain the murderer, having 
invented instruments of music, and taught the art of killing time 
therewith, joined in the dance, the feast, and the song, and “ life 
let us cherish, while yet the taper glows,’ was one of their most 
approved airs: and notwithstanding the preaching of good old 
Noah, they persevered in their inventions to “ drive duli care 
away,” until their Maker, opening the flood-gates of Heaven, 
swept them of their feet, and their “ clay was moistened” with a 
witness. 
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Noah and his family, being favoured on account of their sim- 
plicity and piety, were preserved, as the old story goes, in a 
clumsy kind of a boat, called an ark, which contained also a vari- 
ety of animals more useful than those that were drown’d ; and at 
the end of certain days were lahded, high and dry, on mount 
Ararat. In process of time the new earth became replenished, 
but some how or other the old song “ dum vivimus, vivamus” 
was revived, with all its accompaniments, and handed down from 
father to son, aye and from mother to daughter, with variations 
to suit the taste of Jew, Greek and Roman, sometimes set to one 
sort of music, and sometimes to another. 

Yet still, in the midst of all this Aigh “fe there was something 
told them, often in a still small voice, and ever and anon in 


accents loud, and alarming, that they did not go the right way 
about it; and would, in the momerits of reflection which they 


erudg’d to spare, full them by the skirt and point with the finger. 
«“ Come out from among them, this is the way,” would it rei- 
térate, while the knowing ones, brushing up, looking defiance, and 
mustering up arguments in their own defence, sung, to the tune 
of “lullaby” “ dum vivimus, vivamus.” 

Even in those days there were a few, considered as the filth 
and offscouring, that enjoyed 4/e in its essence, altho’ their man- 
ners appeared austere, and their lives melancholy ; they had im- 
bibed the xosion ; and, if a delusion, a very hafifry one, that they 
could see a great way off, into a country infinitely more glorious 
than this, and that they themselves were Ae?rs of it. They, more- 
over believed and taught, that their right of citizenship depended 
on certain observances and restrictions, so that they look’d and 
behaved more like strangers and pilgrims, than any thing else. 
These men did also, when a good opportunity offered, yea some- 
times a good deal out of season, preach, as they called it, to these 
jovial souls, and tell them almost in the language I have chosen 
as my text: “If ye live after the flesh, ye shall die; but, if, ye 
thro’ the spirit, do mortify the deeds of the body, ye shal) live.’’ 
But their wise brethern thrust them from their presence with 
some pertinent answer, calling them, im the language of the 
times, fools, furitans, hyfrocrites; fanatics, enthusiasts, (Fc. and 
slamming the door in their face, exultingly exclaimed, “ dum 
vivimus, vivamus.” 

I could say much more on this subjéct, but, lest I become 
wearisome, will cut my work short ; and, earnestly desirous that, 
thy paper may become extensively useful, subscribe myself thy 
friend, 

ONESIMUS. 
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FOR THE GIVE. 


* Qu’un moment de vrai plaisir vaut un siecle d’ existence.” 







On her soft rosy cheek stood a bright sparkling tear, 
"Twas a tear of emotion of rapture and bliss ! 
\ As I sat by the cherub, by Heaven, I fear 
I was rude, for I snatch’d the bright pearl with a kiss. 








Such a draught! O, it was too enchantingly dear ! 
*T was a nectar from Heaven, for mortals too sweet, 
To my bosom I press’d her and drank the bright tear, 
Yet a brighter still issued my warm lips to meet. 






And, O ye, whose hearts love’s sweet glow ever knew, 
Who have felt the warm thrill of a soul-burning kiss, 
Was it wrong that I lingered, was ’t wrong that I drew, 
Such draughts of sweet rapture, such soul-mad’ning bliss ? 








Blue Mountain, August 18th. 1810. 






FOR THE HIVE. 
} — 
| Heaven from all creatures hides the book of fate, 
All but the page prescribed their firesent state, 
From brutes what men, from men what spirits know, 
Or who would suffer being here below ? —Porer. 
The apprehension of evil, when it is well founded, has a sting 
more poignant, and is much more capable of perplexing and tor- 
menting the human heart, than the actual pressure of the evil 
; itself ; notwithstanding this, there appears to be not a more natu- 
ral and predominant propensity in the human bosom than a con- 
stant and restless desire of penetrating into the darkness of futu- 
| | rity. Man is ever lingering with a longing tho’ unavailing curi- 
{ osity, upon the borders of that dark and unknown space through 
which he is yet to pass ; he is continually anxious of having its 
hidden scenes revealed to him, without, perhaps once reflecting 
that a knowledge of the coming events of life would render it a 
burthen oftentimes too insupportable to be borne: and that each 
approaching evil would cause him to tremble, and darken with 
sorrow, every present enjoyment, until nothing but a barren and 
gloomy desert would extend itself before the view. Jf human 
life were such as we sometimes fancy it to be, while the morn- 
ing of youth illumines the heart with cheerfulness ; if we were 
permitted to walk in the rosy paths of joy and delight, without 
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being bewildered in adversity, or cross’d by disappointments, 
even then must a knowledge of the future be regarded as injuri- 
ous to the ease and tranquility of the bosom ; the mind, even 
under these seemingly propitious circumstances, would become 
incapable of relishing without a painful restlessness and anxiety 
its present comfort and delights ; it would be ccaselessly long- 
ing after those enjoyments which wouid present themselves at a 
distance, and become regardless of the present in the certain 
prospect of approaching good. 
Vain and unreasonable as it does appear, there are neverthe- 
less few beings who would not readily accept of a gift of a know- 
ledge of the future ; and yet there can be no doubt that if such 


an endowment could have been conducive to the happiness of 
mankind, it would have been bestowed upon them, by the great 


Author of nature. But instead of the power, which would have 
been so fatal to the tranquillity of the human heart, our benevo- 
lent Father has implanted a more benign and soothing faculty 
into the mind. He has given us Hopkg, by which the present pros- 
pect is cheered, in the pleasing expectation of some good, some 
enjoyments yet to be realized ; and without whose light we pur- 
sue our journey over the dreary scene of life with trembling and 
perplexity. 

“ Sweet hopfie ! fairy fallacy ! by thee 

We are not where, or what we be, 

But what, and where we would be: 

Lhus art thou our absent presence, and our future now.” 


FLORIAN. 


= + 


FOR THE HIVE. 

There are men, who affect to despise the opinions of mankind, 
and who boast of their independence, with an air of the most 
defying selfimportance. Examine however, the conduct of such 
people, and you'll find that there is scarcely an action or senti- 


VARIETY. 





ment belonging to them,which has not some regard to the opinion 
of the world ; nay, that the very boastings of their independence 


in thought and action, has for its motive the astonishment and 
admiration of others. 


«“ Abstract what others feel, what others think, 

All pleasures sicken and all glories sink.” 
The strain of flattery when it flows from the ambrosial lips of 
a lovely female, has something magic in it. It is a draught too 
sweet and delicious to be rejected, and in spite of modesty and 
reason, is quaff’d with the most soothing, bewitching delight. 
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The grief which springs from hopeless envy is one of the 
most bitter and distressful of all feelings. 
“ But, Oh! the vast renown thou hast acquir’d 
In conquering Richard, does affect him more 
Than e’en his body’s parting with his soul.” 
SHAKESPEARE, 

Moral obligations should never be superceded by mere politi- 
cal considerations. 

Diagoras was an undisguised atheist. Men like him are not 
dangerous ; the snake that is seen is easily avoided, for as T. 
Moore makes Nea say of the wifer: 

‘¢ But when its wicked eyes appear, 

And when we know for what they wink so, 
One must be very simple, dear, 

To let it sting one, don’t you think so ?” 

Is not the sympathy and afiathy, by which, we are informed, 
Empedocles endeavoured to solve the phenomena of nature, the 
attraction and refiudsion of our modern philosophy ? 

I am fond of the writings of Darwin; he has collected a large 
mass of facts which in themselves are valuable ; I profit by the 
solid information with which he intersperses his fanciful writ- 
ings, but I leave him to dream over his speculations, and to 
chase the phantoms of reason through the magic mazes of inge- 
nuity. | 

It has been a question with moralists, whether infancy is not 
the happiest period in human life ; an appeal to the heart after 
that scene is passed over, will generally inform us that the morn- 
ing of life is indeed the golden season of human existence. The 
period of infancy may perhaps gain its charms rather from the 
remoteness through which it is viewed, than from any real pre- 
eminence in the enjoyments then experienced: 

«“*Tis distance lends enchantment to the view, 
And robes yon mountain in its azure hue.” 

There is every reason to believe that it is in the structure or 
organization of the drain wherein consists the real difference 
between the man of intellectual vigour and the fool, between the 
reflecting man’ and the stupid, between the sage and the idiot, 
Haller (Element. Physiol. T. 4. p. 294) mentions the case 
of a man of very confined mental powers having received a 
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wound in the brain, and in consequence of which he became 
remarkable for the vividness and soundness of his genius. And 
Mr. Weckard (Philosophisher art. 2d. band S. 413) found on 
dissection the brain of a boy remarkably ingenious, uncommonly 
large and soft. 

There never was a more sublime and noble compliment paid 
to the memory of departed worth, than was to Dr. Franklin, in 
these words, written under his bust. 


Erifuit celo fulmen, scefptrumgue tyrannia. 


E. 


FOR THE HIVE. 
Thou pallid orb ! whose softly trembling beams 
Light the lone wanderer on his weary way ; 
Here, while the morn of youth in golden dreams 
Stole sweetly on, conducted by thy ray, 
I’ve hied alone, and marked the dying, sinking day. 


And often have I mused upon the parted day, 

Have thought how mild the balmy morn did burn 
And shine o’er nature with his genial ray, 

Till evening closed him in his sable urn ; 
And yonder gliding orb pursued his starry way. 


Ah ! yes, I’ve thought how like the fairy morn, | 
Is youth’s gay, thoughtless prime ; how soon the blaze, 
Of manhood’s ardent hour, does blast the tranquil dawn 
Of infant years; till life’s bewilderng maze 
Conducts the weary heart to rest, beyond this gloomy bourn. 
LOTHAIRE. 
Rapfho, August 22d, 1810. 

DEATH AND CUPID. 
When man was first form’d, ’twas decreed in the sky, 
That the young only love ; none but o/d people die. 

So a rusty old demi-god’s bones, call’d death, 

Were commission’d to snatch from the aged their breath; 
His weapons a bow and a blood-pois’ning dart, 

That should no sooner touch, than take life from the heart. 
Meantime a sweet cherub, call’d Cupid, was born, 

Whom beauty and youth sempiternal adorn, 
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Who should, with his love-bedew’d arrow and bow, ‘ 
Deal the “ wild-fire” of passion ’mongst youth here below. 
While Cupid and Death each his mandate obey’d, 
None but young people lov’d, none but old ones decay’ d: 

\ No youth to the grave prematurely was swept, 
And no grey-headed lover false mistresses wept. 
But one day in the heat, they both met in a shade 











\ And the zephyrs about them refreshingly play’d ; 
Fatigu’d with their jaunts they repos’d on the ground, 
And their darts, in promiscuous heaps, dropt around. 





Being rous’d by some mortals, who wander’d that way, 
¥ Each snatch’d up some arrows his skill to display, 

i Death espied an old maid and decreed her to die, 
vy And, springing his bow, a swift arrow let fly. 

: She died not, but seemed to glow with new fire : 

was an arrow of Cupid’s : a dart of desire. 

% Cupid, a youth to inflame, had design’d, 

But an arrow of Death’s swiftly palsied his mind. 
With their arrows so mingled no art could divide, 
Each again swung his quiver of darts by his side ; 
Thus dubious the issue, when each bends his bow 
Whether death may destroy or wild transport may glow. 





A CARD. 

Florian tenders his thanks for the praises bestowed upon him 
by the Editor. Altho’ the most delightful moments of his life are 
those passed in the haunts of science and the muses, yet he is 
not so idly fascinated with himself as to fancy his labours possess 
more than a very humble degree of excellence. To one like him 
therefore the mere notice of his productions is a gratification. 

\ The Hive, most probably will work its way through the listless 

| indolence of Lancastrian patronage ; he wishes it well from his 

ioe heart ; and whenever the calls of a restless profession will allow 

‘him leisure, Will Honeycomb may expect to hear more from 

his humble servant, : FLORIAN. 
NOTICE. 

We accept with pleasure the offers of “ Onesimus” to conti- 
nue the subject, and agree with him, that it is both fruitful and 
important. 

a 
LANCASTER, PENNSYLVANIA, 


Printed and published by William Hamilton. 





